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The moft lamentable Tragedy 

And placfee the mangled Tib alt from his (hrowd. 

And in this rage with fome great kinfmans bone. 

As with a club, dafh out my defperatebraines. 

O looke,methinkes I fee my coufinsgboft 
Seeking out Romeo that did (pit his body 
Upon a Rapiers point : flay Tibak flay ; 

%pmeo,%omeo, Romeo, here’s drink, I drink to thee. 

Enter Lady of the houfe and Nurfe. 

La. Hold, take thefe keyes, and fetch more fpices Nurfe. 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paftry. 

Enter old Capulet. 

Cap. Come, Air, ftir, ftir, the fecond cocke hath crowed, 
The Curphew bell hath rung, ’t is three a clocke : 

Looketo the bakt meats, good Angelica 
Spare notforcoft. 

Nurfe. Goe you Cot-queane,goe» 

Get you to bed, faith you’ll be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

C a p. No,not a whit,what ? I have watcht ere now 
All night for lefle caufe, and nere been ficke. 

La. I, you have been a moufe-hunt in your time. 

But I will watch you from (uch watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe. 

Cap . A jealous hood, a jealous hood : now fellow,what is there? 
Enter three or four e with fpits , and logs, and baskets. 

Eel. Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not what. 

Cap. Make hafte, make hafte ; firrah fetch drier logges : 
Call Peter, he will fhew thee where they are. 

Eel. I have a head fir that will finde out logges. 

And never trouble “Peter for the matter. 

Cap. Ma(fe and well (aid, a merry horfon, ha. 

Thou (halt be Loggerhead. Good faith ’tis day. 

play Mm ficke. 

The County will be here with Muficke ftraight. 

For fo he (aid he would : I heare him neare. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfe I (ay. 

Enter Nurfe. 

Coe waken Juliet, goe and trim herup, . 
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s f Romeo and Juliet./ 

. 1 - 2 oe and chat with Paris, hie, make hafte ,* 

jiakehafle, the Bridegrooms heeis come already, make hade 

Nur. Miftris, what Miftris Juliet : fafl I warrant her (he : 
Why lambe, why Lady, fie you (luggabed ; 

Why Love I fay , Madam, Sweet heart, wby Bride : 
what ?not a word?you take your penniworth now 3 
Si e epe for a weeke ; for the next night I warrant " 

The County Paris hath fet up his reft. 

That you (hall reft but little: God fotgive me. 

Marry and Amen ,how found is (heafleepe : 

I mull needs wake her : Madam, Mad am, Madam : 

I, let the County take you in your bed , 

Hee’ll fright you up yfaith : will it not be ? 

What dreft and in your clothes , and downe again ? 
jmuft needs wake you j Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas,helpe, helpe, my Ladie’s dead. 

Oh weladay that ever I was borne : 

Some Aqua vita bo, my Lord, my Lady. 

Me. What noifeishere? 

Nur. O lamentable day 1 
Mo. W hat is the matter ? 

Nur. Looke, looke,0 heavieday 1 
Mo. O me, O me, my childe, my oneiy life 1 
Revive , looke up, or I willdye with thee : 

Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father . 

fa. For (hame bring Juliet forth , her Lord is come. 

Nur. Shee’s dead, deceas’r, (hee’s dead, alacke the day. * 
Mo. Alacketheday >fbee’sdead, (hee’s dead, (hee’s dead. . 
Fa. Hah, let me fee her : out alas (hee’s cold, 

Herblood is fetled, and her joints are (life : 

Lif« and thefe lips have long beene feparated. 

Death lyes on her like anuntimely froft 
Upon the (weetett flower of all the field. 

Nur. O lamentable day ! 

Mo.O wofulltime! 
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